DRAMA
How wouldst thou use me  now, blind,  and
thereby
Deceivable, in most things as a child
Helpless, thence easily contemned and scorned,
And last neglected? How wouldn't thou insult,
When I must live uxorious to thy will
In perfect thraldom! how again betray me,
Bearing my words and doings to the lords
To gloss upon, and, censuring, frown or smile?
This jail I count the house of liberty
To thine, whose doors my feet shall never enter.
DALILA
Let me approach at least, and touch thy hand.
SAMSON
Not for thy life, lest fierce remembrance wake
My sudden rage to tear tfaee joint by joint.
At distance I forgive thee; go with that;
Bewail thy falsehood, and the pious works
It hath brought forth to make thee memorable
Among illustrious women, faithful wives;
Cherish thy hastened widowhood with the gold
Of matrimonial treason: so farewell*
DALILA
I see thou art implacable, more deaf
To prayers than winds and seas; yet winds to
seas
Are reconciled at length, and sea to shore:
Thy anger, unappeasable, still rages,